THE   MURDER   OF   SERVETUS

save my soul, O Jesus, Son of the Eternal God, have
pity on me." Then uplifting his voice, he begged all
present to pray with him and for him. On reaching the
place of execution, within sight of the stake, he kneeled
once more to collect his thoughts in pious meditation.
But the fanatical Farel, fearing lest this pure-hearted
demeanour of a reputed heretic might make an impres-
sion upon the people, cried to them over the head of the
condemned: "You see what power Satan possesses when
he has a man in his claws! This fellow is most learned,
and believed himself to be acting rightly. But now he
is in Satan's grip and the like may happen to any of
you."

Meanwhile the loathsome preparations were begun.
The wood was piled round the stake to which the clank-
ing chains had been nailed. The executioner bound the
victim's hands. Then Farel, for the last time, pressed
nearer to Servetus, who was only sighing, "O God, my
God," and shouted fiercely: "Have you nothing more
to say?" The contentious pastor still hoped that the
sight of the post where he was to endure martyrdom
would convince Servetus that the Calvinist faith was the
only true one. But Servetus answered: "What else can
I do than call on God?"

The disappointed Farel quitted his victim. Now it
only remained for the other executioner, the official one,
to perform his hateful task. The chains attached to the
stake were wound four or five times around it and around
the poor wretch's wasted body. Between this and the
chains, the executioner's assistants then inserted the book
and the manuscript which Servetus had sent to Calvin
under seal to ask Calvin's fraternal opinion upon it.
Finally, in scorn, there was pressed upon the martyr's
brow a crown of leaves impregnated with sulphur. The
preliminaries were over. The executioner kindled the
faggots and the murder began.
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